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uYoU DID.”

f—
It's good to wander back again
Among the old home folks;

it rather eatisfics & man

Of the belief you'd like to hear
The fodlish thinge you did.

A
You know you've done a thing or two
Which phow you've got some sense,
Put every time they tulk of you
They're certaln to commence
With tales of "What & fool you were
Wher you lived here—a kid;*
They have forgotten all except
The foollsh things you did.
—Baltimore American.
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The wind rose early that October
morning and came over the mendows,
ghaking showers of red leaves from the
elms. Little Sister Cynthia came out
to me to the dairy with her Shaker
bonnet pushed off her glossy hair, rus-
tling the heaps of leaves as she walked
and stopping to listen at the sound as
if ghe llked it !

‘What are you dolng, child?’ I ask-
ed, for of late I had come to fear for
her, she was so young anud so taken up
with noticlng ordinary things, like the
catbirds that had a nest out by the
spring, or the way the hills looked
when they were spotted all over with
shadows. My heartwched sometimes
when she would turn her great shining
eyes to me. BShe was sanctified, 1
knew, but it didn't seem safe for sim-
ple 8haker folk to he seeing something
out of the ordinary in everyday things.

““What am 1 dolng, Bister Caroline?
‘Why, just listening,” she said.

“I don't see much sense listening to a
1ot of decad leaves rustling,” I answer-
ed. “I always feel gloomy and uncom-
fortable untll they're raked up and set
on fire.”

“That’'s the reason I llke it she
eald, “becaunse it sounds solemn.”

“Yov’ll find enough solemn things in
this world without hunting up dead
lenves,” 1 answered. “You are likely
1o hear a solemner and awfuller sound
before long.”

“What do you mean?” she asked.

“They are getting ready to fight,” I
g8ald, pointing over the hills. “Brother
Paul has just told me that there is go-
ing to be a great battle. They will
malm and murder each other.”

. “How terrible!” she sald, her' lips
quivering, “Why do men do such
Ehin

Bafore |1 could answer her there
camo the clatter of horses, and a par-
ty of soldlers rode by, with .young
‘Henry Pendleton at their head.

“Ah,” I pald, “he’s a fine ladl It'sa
Dity he was born into wickedness to be

1p3 { i

“He doesn’t look wicked,” she sald
as -the young officer waved his cap
to na. - ; r i

“Nay, Cynthia,” I returned, my fear
coming back; “think. not' of man's
Iooks. It does not become a child of
the chureh.” tfsass

“Why, I never think of him, Sister
Caroline,” she sald geriously. “I never
#aw him but once or twice, when he
came over to the village for Bioiher

Paul. I can’t even remember what he |.

18 llke except his volce when he Iaughs
and his brown, curly hair.” i
“Ah, my child,” I answered, “remem-
ber that love Is-just and leadeth to
damnation! Do not +et the thought
enter your heart”” =  °
* “Oh, Bister Caroline,” she 2ald, wiik
a shudder, “you know I could sooner
bring myself to do murder than to
¥leld to the awfual lust you have' told
me ofl" ' And she coveréd her eyes, as
if that could shut out the thought. -
Cynthia was molding the little but-
ter pats and printing them. when the
battle began. We could hear the sound
of the cannon like faroff thunder over
the hills. ‘At first the peals were few
and. far between; then they grew fast-
er until In the middle of the afitermioon,

when {t was an angry roar, gullen. like
a8 storm’ fo August. . Themen were
plowing In the flelds, ané I ‘conld ees.

them stop at the furrow's end to spealk
to each other.- We women tried to go
about our: tasks, but generally met to- |
gether to shake our heads over the

wicked-meén who were shooting and'
murdering. Cynthin géemed to feel it
more than all of us and whén the roar
gm lobdér ehuddered as one tith a |
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she offered to give up her room to the
young soldler, for it was larger and
lighter. !

So they carried him in and lald him
on the little bed in Cynthia’s room.
It was Brother Panl himself, though,
who left her to nurse his friend and
jeined me In caring for the hungry sol-
diers. The young man slept when the
doctors left him, and, sitting there with
her sewing, she looked up from time to
time at pale face. Her tender
heart was touched as she watched: him
lylng there wounded unto death.

“So young,” she thought, “and so
sorely wounded. Yea, and I will pray
for him.” And she went down on her
knees by the bed—her own bed—all her
gulleless heart golng out In & plea for
mercy. Thep the young soldler opened
hls eyes and, dazed with sleep, thought
the kneeling figure his sister,

“So you have come, Alice?' he sald,
putting his arm arcund her neck. .

' “Nay!"” she exclaimed, starting up In
affright. “It Is I, Sister Cynthia.”

When I went in the next afternoon,
he was lylng with his eyes closed,
smiling to himself sometimes as one
In a reverie. OCynthia was bending
over her sewing and did not look up
when he greeted me. God forglve me
for it, but I could never look on Henry
Pendleton without wishing he  had
been born my son. There was a tak-
Ing way about everything that he did;
Just the way he wished you good morn-
ing was enough to put you in a good
hunmior all day.

‘We had so many wounded soldlers
Ieft with us that I could not let Cyn-
tisla be long out, but she came back
aven before I finished a little sewing.

“Bister Cynthia,” he sald as she en-
tered, “I am golng to ask you to do me
a little favor. I want you to write a
letter to my mother for me.” :

“Yea,” she sald, half breathless from
her walking. j .

It was a brave letter, making light
of his wound and full of cheery plans
for getting a leave of absczoe, I lis-
tened to his comforting love words as
he urged her not to come back into the
enemy's country, where it was danger-
ous. It sounded mew and strange to
me, too, and I did not wender that
Cynthla's hand shook. Poor ind, how
pale he looked as he Iay there! I could
not help smoothing his pillow as I
Ivent out. /e

Cynthia came down after awhile to
mail his letter, and hunted me out.

“Slater Caroline,” she sald seriously,
“did you ever see my mother?"

“No, child,” I answered, a little hurt,
for had I not been a mother to her
these 20 years, and loved her more
than if I had begotten her in iniguity?

Bhe turned away a few steps and
then came back..

“8Sister Caroline,”! she sald, “yen
bave been a mother to me, and I
haven't loved you half enough.” And
she put her arms around my neck and
kissed me. I suppose I was a foolish
old woman to fold her in my arms
and weep over her as 1 did.

She went back up stairs to the
wounded man, but Brother Paul had
come in and was talking to his friend.
Cynthin walked slowly on to mny room.

“Paul,” she heard him say. “play for
me; I am sad lylng here.” ,-
' 1 dld not know then that music was
the tle of friendship between them. 1

\had never seen the violln, for Brother

Faui bad piayed In secret the beautiful
but ungodly songs, and as for Cyathla
she had heard only.the little organ in
the meeting house that Paul said was
cracked, and, poor child, It was no
wonder that she fell now under the
spell of that ungodly musa's ard leard
thincgs she had never drveamed of. It
was like getting glimpses into a new
world, where all the bezutiful things
were you had ever heard or seen. But
there was pain jnixed with the pleas-
ure. and it gave ;jou & sort of yearning

.88 he changed tuv & song to somebody

he called Annle Laurle. I am an old
woman and. hate ungodly music, but I
stood there with one foot on the atep
and listened like one in a spell. How
much more it must have meant to Oyn-
thial It isn't strange the idea came to
her that In some way she had missed
something in life, o beautiful and spir-
ftual somethipe altogether desirabie.
Bhe sat there with her eyes fixed on
one cloud that was golden still In the
gray twlilight and prayed to God for

-the unknowh sowetning. ‘So I found
her when I came to see why she was

Iate to supper—Cynthia, who was ever
prompt in the least of her duties.

The next afternoon' we ware in the
workroom, down stairs when I heard
Brother Paul's etep. Cynthin looked up
at the door twice, then, after ho was
outslde,-got up suddenly and ran after
him., X wondered much, for among us
men and women have 0o neediess com-
muniestion with each other. I heard

‘her call his name, and he was just at

the winhdow when she came up, breath-
Ing quickly. SR SE

| “Brother Paul” she sald, “do you
know—Annie Launrie?’

eald, " turniog _quleidy.

8 she very beautiful?

“¥en he eald, “very.” ' And I could

gee.n curlious smile’on his lips and a

{light In his eyes. I dld not notice that

Oyiithia eaught her breath quickly. I

‘Was 80 taken up .with the thought that
| Brother Paul was
strange

In ‘danger of that
You Liaven's told me why you ask.

R Y L T Sy

ea fell,' and she
and came back
‘he could answer.
8 If he would fol--

“Nay,"” she said, and her voice sound-
ed far away.

Ah, why did I not go in then? Why
did I sit there, a poor, weak, old wom-
an, and listen with tears In my eyes to
his beautlful love words, so tender and
gentle and sad and brave., e forgot
her who wrote and spoke as though
he were face to face with the other
one; his volce grew full and round
again, and the tones of It made me
tremble as X sat there on the steps,
When he camoe. to clase and 8ay.good- .
by, I could not bear it and stole softly
bné;: down stalra.

nthia came Z>wn pregsently, and
ber lIashes wers silll wet with tears.

The next morning was unnaturaily
still, with bits of tender blue sky be-
tween the fleecy mists. Soom a wind
blew up, drawing one wide, filmy cloud
across the sky—a gray, cold - cloud
that, thickening, hung drearily above
the empty world, where the wind blus-
tered through leafless trees.

The young soldler was worse. His
breathing was slow and heavy, and
now and then a faint moan passed his
lips. Cynthia gat watching him with
the lines drawn tight at her mouth and
her big eyes tense. I gent her out, ' ut
goon eaw her coming back across the
bleak meadows with her eyes bent to
the ground.

He grew restless and feverish through
the afterncon and talked in broken
scraps about his home and the days
when he was a boy, He fell asleep at
last, just as the gray day was slip-
plog off over the hills. I went to my
own room for awhlle, and soon I heard
Brother Paul's famillar step. Cynthla
motioned him to a seat at the foot of
the bed, and presently I heard hLer
speaking In a low volce. :

‘“There was somethiny he wanted to
tell you, Brother Psal,” she sald.
“Perhaps I ought to do it, for he may
talk of it in his delirlum.” She paused.
“He cares for somebody—a woman.”

I was glad she didn't say love.

“Xes,’’ sald Brother Paul, with a sud-
den anxiety In his deep voice.

“He wanted you to know that his—
love was pure; that love can be pure.”

“I know it already,” be gaid, his volce
trembling.

“You"— She stopped suddenly.

“Yes.” He paused and then was
about to spenk when the young soldler
interrupted.

“Loulse,” he sald, his volce clear and
rloging again, “my dear Loulse, I knew
you would come.” - ‘His hand was out-
stretched, and Cynthia took it without
besitation. Hurrying In, I could see
the peaceful look on his face as she
bent over him.

“It hurts me to breathe, Loulse,” he
sald presently. “Lift me up, won't
you?"

Cynthla put her arm under him and
lifted him until his head rested on her
own bosom. Then he drew a long
breath and smiled.

“I am golng now, Louise,” he sald,
and, raising his arm, he brought her
head down untll her lips tonched his.
His breath came deep and penceful,
.and then Cynthia unclasped his arm
and lald him back-on the pillow dead;
but a new light shope In her face. The
unknown something had come, and she
knew it.—Louisville Courier-Journal

Ap Alarming Case.

Sirwiilinm Harcourt once visited a
man-of-war lylng off the Hampshire
coast. After dinner, the weather prov-
ing rather rough, the captain, a small,
dapper man, suggested that Sir Wil-
liam should sleep on board and surren-
dered his own berth for the anlght io
the ex-chanealior of ths exchequer.

Next morning the captain's sallor
eervant, who knew nothing of the
change of berths, Lrought a cup of cof-
fee to the cabin door and kEnocked once
or twice without receilving an answer.
Somewhat alarined, he opened the cab-
in door and asked:

‘“‘Don’'t you want your coffee this
morning, sir?’

The only reply was a growl, and the
frighiened sallor saw a gigantic figure
turn over under the bedelothes. Drop-
ping the coffee, he rushed to the ship's
surgeon, exclaiming: :

“For goodness’ sake, sir, come to the
captain! He's speechless and swollen
to ten times his natural size!”—London
Tit-Bits.

/ Ruakin and Plevna.
George Trevelyon mentioned. that
once, when walking with a lady, he
had met Ruskin, and, in the hope that
the latter might say something char-
acteristic, he addressed the great man,
asking If he bad heard the news.

“What news?”’ was the reply.

“Plevna has fallen.”

“Plevna? I 'never huard of it I
know nothing Iater than the fourteenth
century.”—Grant-Duft’s “Notes From
a Diarv.””

3 Youthful Diplomaey. )

. The grocery man on the corner re-
(lates that a coupls of days ago a little
girl ‘entered his emporiumand, timidly
laying'down a dime, asked for 10 cents’
worth of candy.

“It's for papa,” ehe sald. “I want to
g'prise him when he comes home.”

. 'The grocery man proceéded to dig
out some of his stock when the little
girl interpoged. | EANY :

“Don’t give me that kind.. Give me
caramels, 1 just love caramels!”

“‘But 1 thought those were for pa-
pa;’ the grocery man remarked.

“I know,” explaiped the little girl,
“but when 1 give them to papa he'll
Just'kiss me and ‘say that 'eause I'm
such'a generous little girl he'll give
them all‘back ¢ me. So yon'd better
give me_ caramels.”—AMemphis Scimi-

WATTING FOR DEATH.

THESE FOLKS ALWAYS KEEP THEIR
BURIAL CLOTHES READY.

Some of the 0dd Customs That Are
Adhered to Among the Old Ger-
man Farmer Families In the Eant.
ern Part of Pennsylvania,

The burial of an old lady ag Kleln.
felteraville, not long ago, with her 63-
year-old black wedding gown for a
shroud, brings to notice a queer east
Pennsylvania custom swhich prevails
among German farmers. Nearly all
the people, old and young, have their
shrouds and graveclothes all ready
when death comes. The old people
especlally have all arrangements for
their funerals made and written out In
all detalls.

Indeed it {8 a common thing to find
a speclal bureau drawer set apart for
the graveclothes. One custom I8 to
keep every vestige of the wedding out-
it for the interment apparel. Gown
and undergarments are in many cases
worn but once by the bride, and then
lald away to walt for'her death. Gray
silk Is much In vogue for wedding
gowns, as the color Is preferred for
burlal robes to white or black.

Where wedding gowns are not saved
the women folks make their own
shrouds, cutting them out, sewlng and
trimming them. To borrow a shroud
pattern is nothing unusual. It passes
from farmhouse to farmhouse. Long
winter evenings are taken up with get-
ting graveclothes ready, so that when
& person dies all the friends need to do
is to open the death drawer and there
find written ipstructions at to the place
of burial, the kind of grave and coffin,
the same of the minister who is to of-
ficlate, the text of the sermon, the
three hymns to be sung, the pallbear-
ers, the gravestone and its Inserip-
tion and all about tha graveclothes.

This fashlon makes it very ecasy for
the friends to declde on the funmeral
arrangements. Some old farmers go
so far as to state exactly what calf
and how many chickens shall be killed
for the funeral dinner and who is to
be hired to take care of teams and feed
the horses of the visitors.

Not only do the elderly swomen pro-
vide a grave or death drawer, but
young wives and young girls do the
same thing. They begin early in life
to' accumulate their death trousseau.
Bometimes elaborately trimmed gar-
ments, stocks and slippers are careful-
ly wrapped In oill paper and stowed
away. At times some of the white
garments have become yellow with
age. Silk wedding gowns, If they lie
in folds, are very apt to go to pleces,
and for this reason such gowns are
placed In bags and hung up on the
wall,

On ralny Sunday afternoons many a
housewife on the Pennsylvania Ger-
man farm spends an hour or so look-
ing through her death drawer to seo
that nothdng has been left unprovided
for. If she attends a funeral and sees
something new In the shape of a col-
lar, plece of lace, handkerchlef, elder-
down blanket, embroldery or anything
else that may strike her fancy, she’ll
buy it on her first visit to town and
put it ia Der death drawer. Where a
young wife Is specially fond of a cer-
taln perfume, she'll buy & small bottle,
the contenis of which will be used
when she Is burled.

The old folks will frequently make
out a list of small articles they want
placed in their coffin, such as an old
prayer book or Testament, epectacles
or a thimble. One most unusual re-
quest was that a plate, cup and saucer,
knlife, fork and spoon should be placed
in an old woman's coffin. She had
' used them for. 70 years and did not
wish any one else to use them when
she was gone. This, like all other re-
quests found in the death drawers, was
falthfuolly carried out.

Some old people invarlably direct that
thelr old house dog shall be shot and
burled after the funeral. It Is nothing
unusual to find a written request that
a certain person shall sing a speclal
solo at the funeral, either at the grave
or during the taking of the final lenve
of the remains. Bome request that
thelr face =hall be well covered berore
the coffin lid I8 screwed on for the last
time. Others dp not want this.

The death drawers are always kept
locked, but the family know where the
key is found. Each drawer s regarded
as gacred, and no one save the owner,
for any consideration, would venture
to open it. The men folks occaslonslly
have death repositories, but they are
not so careful as the women are. The
old men have their wills and final In-
structions very carefully written out,
g0 that no mistake can be made.—Cor.
Pittsburg Chronicle-Telegraph.

. Blekness Comes High. Uﬁ“
Blc®ness ' comes high, s 1s proved
by German récords in regard to sick
insurance, which is compulsory upon
workingmen. Nearly 8,000,000 persons
.In that country insure against slckness,
and In one year a third of this num-
ber reported sickness of some kind or
other, the average duration of sickness
being 17 days. ‘Reckoning wages at
60 cents a day, this means o loss in
wages alone in one year of more than
$22,600,000. ‘Then, of course, there al-
ways . iIs extra expense connected with
elckness, such as doctors’ bllls, medl-
cine, speclial food and sometimes spe-
‘clal care and maintenance. These rec-

' oids do not relate to Infants or to the

old and infirm, but only to working
persons during the working perlod.

_Bhoes of Horses,

A celebrated veterinary surgeon de-
clares that nine out of ten of otur worn
outh horses are only worn out In faat
&5 Ia loEsy uecansa of soms foot disease,
and that all but & traction of that num-
ber owe thelr préemature age and fnca-
‘paclty to our system of shoelng, not

| 'merely bad shoeing, but the iron or

M/I}:_oe. el ;

h |~ The greatest nutmber of people

over killed by an earthquake since the
dawn of . history  was  190,000.° The
date of the terrible digaster was 1703,
and the soene of the most violent dis-{
turbance was at Yeddo, Japan, and

| vicinity. - ; _
#ii== Albion, Ind., hasanceconomical
her | BeDiv4 in the person of James Hyde. |
' | He makea his own teeth
' - wood and . holds

out_of hjok-
ip: plase

AE FOND KISS BEFORE WE PART.
Ae fond Lise, and then we sever:
Ace fareweel, alas, forever!
Deep in heart wrung tears I'll pledge thee,
Warring sighs and groans 1'll wage thee,
:Po shall gay that fortune grieves him

hile the star of hope she leaves him?

Me nae cheerfu’ twinkle light me;
Darl despair around benights me.

I'll ne'er blame my parthl fancy;
Neetbing ocould reaist my Nance;
But to sea her was to love ber,
Love but her and love forever.
Had wo pever loved sse kindly,
Had we never loved sae bllodly,
Never met or ‘never parted,

Wo had ne’er been broken hearted.

Fare thee weel, thou first and fairestt

Fare thee weel, thou best and dearest!

Thine be ilks joy and treasure,

Peace, enjoyment, love smd pleasure!

Aw fond kiss, and then we sever;

Ae farewrel, alas, foreverl

Deep In heart wrung tears I'll pledge theet

Warring sighs and groans I'll wage theel
—Robert Durns,

FAMOUS DUELING GROUND.

Pletureague Portiom of the New Or-
leans Park Known as The Onka,
One of the most plcturesque and

beautiful spots In New Orleans and re-
plete with historical Incidents s the
Oaks, the Chenes d'Allard, as they
were called of old. They are now n
part of the City park and a favorlie
resort for the children of the creole
quarters, dozens of swings belpg at-
tached to the massive live oaks, which
shade several acres of ground.

The land was formerly the plantation
of Louls Allard, a very learned French-
man of early New Orleans. 1t was
bought by the great phllanthropist,
John MecDonough, and finally passed
into the hands of the clty and was
dedicated as a park. Its most eventful
history was In advance of Its park
days, when It was practically waste
land. Lying as it did on the shell road
to Bayou St. John and Lake Pontchar-
tralo, within eusy distance of the city,
¥yet deserted and uninhabited, It afford-
ed the very spot for the duels so fre-
quent among the flery creoles and no
less flery Amerieans of New Orleans
in antebellum days. Here, under the
shade of a primeval forest of gigantie
onks, elther with pistol or rapler, more
especlally the latier, the difficulties be-
tween “gentlemen” were fought out
under the strictest rules of the code of
honor.

At these times New Orleans, al-
though to a large degree cosmopolitan,
was essentlally a creole clty and bound
by the creole habita and idens, and one
of these Ideas was that n silght or af-
front could be wiped out only by blgod
shed in a duel. The result was to pro-
duce the greatest punctilio among men.
A blow was strictly forbidden and suf-
ficlent to debar the striker from the
privileges of the duello. A gentleman
who would so far forget himself as to
etrilke another was exposed to the Ig-
nominy of belng refused a meeting on
the fleld of honor. y

Most of the duels had thelr origin in
the ballrooin, where to bLrush rudely
against A man was often deemed suffi-
clent cause for exchanging cards. Some
were political, some the result of
breaciies of politeness or ectiquette.
Chevalier Tomasl fought a duel with a
native creole over the proposition that
inere were Ilarger rivers in Europe
than the Mississippl, each man belng
willing to risk his life for his home
river. Several duels are reported from
mere excess of spirit, because the night
was so good for nn assaut d'armes. In
the winter of 1857-8 the opera pro-
duced an epidemle of duels. The tws
prima donnas then in vogue had each
her army of supporters, and to hiez his
favorite was supposed to justify any
criole In handing his eard to the of-
fender and demand a meeting at the
Oaks. .

Most of these meetings were secret,
known only to the friends of the prin-
cipals. It was only when som® one
was killed or serfously hurt—and not
anlways then—that the facts of the duel
became known. The duello continued
In Loulslana as more or less a custom
of the country until about 20 years
ago. An occasional ‘meecting I8 held
even today, but they are growing
scarcer, for the police now Interfere
and arrest duelists, whereas of old
they Lkept out of the way. The oaks
are among the finest in the United
Btates, some of them shading nearly
an ocre of ground, and each oak has
a dozen traditions or stories of the
duello attached to it, romantic and
bloody.—Leslie’'s Weekly.

Injury Plas Insalt,

Mistah Johnsing—Dit niggah Pompey
am In trubbel again.

Mistalh Jones—Sho, now!
de ’flichshun dis time?

Mistah Johnsing—Dey am a man dun
bro't sewt again Pomp fer brakin his
iron pafe.
. Mistah Joues--De low dewn niggah
robbah, . B

Mistah Jobnsing—Naw! Pomp he
dido’t dun rob de safe, man! It wah
latk dis; Dey wah liftin de safe up in a
big bulldin wif o rope, an when dey
dun got de safe up tub de top story de
rope braked. Dat niggah wah a-stand-
In roun, an de safe dis lit on top als
haid-it did—

Mistah Jones—I"o' geodness’ aake!

Mistah Jobnsing—Yes, an dat fool
Pomp's hald dis nachurly smeshed dat
safe Intuh small pieces. Now dey dun
bro't sewt again Pomp fer loiterin—
Oblo State Journal., . .

What am

Bore Books In the Vatican.

The oldest library now In existence
is that of the Vatlcan, and it probably
SStiains iuure literary treasures then
auy. other. It belongs always to the
reigning’ pope, and only he can give
permission to enter. Though there are
only 225,000 volumes. thoy ara ¢hz oo
est in the world. The Vatican library
has the only known copy of the New
Teatament written before the end of
the fourth century; the original Dante,
tho oldest existing copy of Virgil and
& Terence which goes back to the
fourth century.

CASTORIA
Tho Kid You Have Alvays Bougit

Boars the
‘Bignature of (o,

‘— The fact tb'anod postpunes bis

'settlements with men is nosign thst
h In&:m to lot these . settlementa go

be envious of those who have more
thau you have.

life is said to be greater thaw in any
other country on the globe.

— Enjoy what you have, and do not

— In Norway the average length of

~— It is said that evory year sces 20

wiles of new streets added to the city

of Loundon, which isnow 12 miles

across in one direction and 17 in an-

other.

— To smile, to bow, to lift the hat,

to beg pardon, to ssy ‘‘thenk you,”

cost nothing. No one will ever know
the vast good that these words and
similar ones have accomplished.

— Big Girl—My little sister's got a
new doll that squeaks when you press
it. Little Girl (nose put out of joint
by the baby)—My muvver's got a new
doll that squeaks whether you press it
or not.

— The recent sale of four cars of
choice unshorn fed Western sheep at
Chicago at $6 per 100 pounds meant the
highest figure touched since 1993, when
6.75 was paid. The sheep weighed 132
pounds and were sent in from Wivona,
Mion.

— On the authority of the greatest
manufacturer of dental supplies in the
country there are over 40,000 ounces
of pure gold worked up annuilly for
dentiets’ use for material filling
teath, in plates and solders, the value
of this gold approximating $1,000,000.

—“Young man," said an old gen-
tleman, “my daughter is too young
to marry, A gzizl of her age connot be
sure of her own mind in a matter of
such importance.” “I fully realize
that," replied the young man, who
had just secured the fair young one's
consent. ‘‘That's why Idon’t want to
wait,"'

— (lass, as farasresearch has been
able to determiine, was in use 2,000
years before the birth of Christ,
and was even then not in its infancy.
In the State colleotion at the British
Museum, there ia the head of a lion
moulded in glasa bearing the name
of an Kgyptian king of the 11th dy-
Dasty.

" — A remarkable freak of nature—
four kittens, all alive and fastened to-
gether by skin aud cartilage—is at-
trachivg much attehtion at the home
of John Finvecy, South Oil City, Pa.
The kittens were born a few days ago,
but Mr. Finnecy did not discover their
peculiar formation until he noticed
that the mother cat was neglecting
them. When he reached into the
box and took up what he supposed
was tho top kitten to feed it, the
whole family came ont like a bunch
grapes. The kittens are rather
lively, have strong voices and are ap-
parently well developed, but all are
joined together at the abdomen, near
the hind~uarters, giving their legs
freo movement. There is no defor-
mity of the heads, bodies legs or feet.

oy
uL

o :
A Wife Says:
L]
“ We have four children, With the fird
three I suffered almost unbearable pains from
32 to 14 hours, and had to be placed undes
the influence of chloroform. I wsed thres
bottles of Mother’s Fitend before our last
child came, which 0
is a strong, fat and
Bealthy boy, doing
my housework up
to within two hours
of birth, and suf- ©
fered buta few hard
pains, Thiz Hni-
ment is the grand-
et remedy ever

- Mother’s
Friend

will do for every woman what it did for the
Minaesota mother who writes the abows et
ter. Not to use it during pregmancy is a
mistake to be paid for in pain and suffering,
HMother's Iirlend equips the patient with
strong body and clear intellect, which
tum are imparted to the child, It relazes
the muscles and allows them to expand. It
relieves morning sickness and nesvousness,
It puts all the organs concerned in perfec
condition for the final hour,so that the actual
Iabor is short and practically painless. Dan-
ger of rising or hard breasts is altogethes
avoided, and recovery is merely a matter of
a few days,

Sruggists sell Mother's Friend for $1 a bottle,
The Bradfleld Iegulator Co., Atlanta, Ga,
Send for our free lllustrated book.

WILL let to the lowest responsible

bidder on Baturday, the 5th day
of May nexi,at iU o‘clock 8.m., the build-
ing of a Bridge over Beaverdam Oreek,
on new road leading from Bradberry's
Slr;?re by Wooten’s Mills, in Fork Town-
ship.

Reasarvine sioil iy, woar: or reject any
or all bids. Buococasafal bidder will be re-
quired to give bond for faithful psrform-
anocs of work. J. N. VANDIVER,
Co. Supervisor A. C.

MONEY !

WE HAVE MONEY TO LEND on
o Land in this County on easy
s,

Wae have some valuable Ulgy and Coun-
try Real Estate for sale, and can lend a
reasonable amount on purohass nriss of

samé, if deaired.
H%OD, Auqrnogo.

Eo

' Bridge Notice.

SIMPSON &
_April 11, 1900

NOTICE. T

LL persons are hereby warned not
A. to make any paths or roads, cutany
timber, commit any depredations of any
sort or trespass in any manner or way on
oy lands in Anderason County. I mean
what I say and will prosecute any tros-
passer to the full extent of the law. )

' ; .r.g- Homo*u;._

vt
“CYOTTON
Culture”
is the name
of a valu-

able illustrat-
ed pamphlet
which should
be in the hands
of every planter who
raises Cotton. The
book is sent Frrg.

Send pame and address 1o

GERMAN KALI WORKS,
93 Nassau St., New York,

SPECIAL SALE OF

OR WIHE NEXT THIRTY DAYS—

THE
C. A. REED

SN

Will rell any of the following High Grade
PIANOS and ORGANS at prices as low
#88 can be obtained from the Manufaotu-
rera direct : —

KNABE,
WEBER,
IVERS & POND,
CROWN,
WHEELOCK.,
LAKE SIDE and
RICHMOND.
Also, THE ¢« ROWN, ESTEY and
FARRAND & VOTEY ORGANS.

Prospective purchasers will find it to
thelr interest to call and Inspect my
Stoeck or writs for prices.

We also represent the leading mskea—

Sewing Machines

At Rock Bottom figures.
Respeotfully,

THE C. A. REED MUSIC HOUSE,

D, 8. VANDIVER,
+» MAJOR,

TANDIVER BRS.& MAJiR

DEALERS IN
Fine Buggies, Pham{sns,
Surreys, Wagons, Harness
Lap Robes and Whips,
High Grade Fertilisers
Bugging and Ties.

E. P. VAKDIVER.

ONE hundred flne new Buggles just
recelved. Oome and look through them.
They arejbeauties, and we will treat you
right If yon need one. i

Car load “Birdaell” Wagons on hand—
the best Wagons built.

Car White Hickory Wagons to arrive
800D, Yours, for vehicles,

VANDIVER BROS. & MAJOR.

W. G. McGEE,
SURCEON DENTIST.

OFFION—front M,om, ovar Farmers
end Me/chants Bank— !

ANDRERSON, §. O.

NOTICE.

I have a considerable num-
ber of small unpaid Accounts
on my books. I am notifying
each one of amount due, and
uniess paid Iam going to place
them in officer’s hand for col-

lection,
J. S.%FOWI.EE

Jln's. 1900

Notice Final Settlement.

THE underaigned, Exeoutor of the

Estate of R. F. Wyatt, deceas-
ed, hamb{ glves notice that he will
on the 10th day of May, 1900, apply to
the J ud%g of Probate for Anderson Coun-
ty for & Final Bettlement of sald Xstate,
and a dizcharge from hisoffice as Exaecu-

tor.
J. W, ROSAMOND, Ex’r
April 18, 1900 43 5

Notice of Final Settlement.

THE undersigned, Administratrix of
Estate of James O. Moore, dec'd, hereby
glves Rotice t?l?go!ho .vlni on the 12th
8y O ay, , Bpply to the Jud
of Probate for Andsuony County fan:
Final Bettlament of said Ystate, and a
discharge from her office as Administra-
trix, MARY A. MOORE, Adm’x.
April 11, 1800 42 5

gTATE OF BOTITE CARULINA,
P ANDERAON COUNTY.

By R. Y. H, Nance, Judge of Probate.

Whereas, J. T. Haynle haa
lltl:ﬁlil:d to me to grant him Letters of Ad-
““llitl'm;o? the Estate and effacts of

ayn M
These are therefore to cite and admon-
ish all kindred and oreditors of the sald

h after pub-
tlol.l.lon hereof, to ehow oanss, lir any E:ay
adIm

havs, whe the zala nistration
shonld not be granted.
Agr’ﬁ“f 9'tll‘:'mleu- my hand this 20th day of
R. Y, H. NANCE, Probate Judge.
April 28,1000 43 20

PATENTS &

PIANOS ~»ORGANS.



